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Frederick Pollack 


Gurus Agree 


They’re the real deal, not middle-class Western con-men, 
and they meet on a mountain 

more climbable, post-glaciers, but no cozier. 

They waste a lot of time— 

bad jokes, one-upmanship, long pointless stories — 
then, not much more solemnly, talk. 

The injunction that mercy 

should be extended first to every 

living being, has become impracticable 

with rising seas, burnt land, and everyone 

dying on the move. So they do 


(so to speak) what they must. 

The prayer-wheels, having served their purpose, stop. 
The stars, along with sun and moon, 

wink out. With a sigh, 

love, palaces, and continents dissolve. 

The masters bow to each other, then 

to nothing. 


One or two of the hells remain, in a corner. 


The Brioche 


His mother, who died at 99, 

was glad (he had lived with her all his life) 
he would be taken care of. Maria Kodama 
(later quarreled with translators, etc.) 
accompanied him around the world. He had 
been blind thirty years; she took photos. 
A notable one, 

grey, grainy, centered, is of 

a brioche. One imagines its smell and feel. 
“Was this not the Platonic Form,” 

he wrote, “of a brioche?” 


More famous, that of a tiger 

in India. After a lifetime 

invoking tigers, “This one had weight and odor” 
and four times his mass. Though Borges’s 
deep-lined face is an ideogram 

of fear, he is able to touch, and his 
neatly-suited posture is somehow 

welcoming. The tiger looks pensive. 


(His experience of this trip, 
limited, differed therefore 
from whose?) 


Most known for labyrinths... 

My take, however, is that he hated them. 
Wished life to be as direct 

as that beast’s, as his ancestor’s 

who charged at Junin, as that 

of Alejo Albornoz 

of the Retiro district, who nursed 

a knife at his breast but knew 

that for some gambling debt 

another knife would kill him, and who died 
“como sino le importara” — 

He too hating labyrinths, 

though knowing like his elegist 

all acts occur in one. 


Frederick Pollack is the author of two book-length narrative poems, The 
Adventure and Happiness, both published by Story Line Press, as well as 
two collections of shorter poems, A Poverty of Words (Prolific Press) and 
Landscape with Mutant (Smokestack Books). His poetry has appeared in 
Salmagundi, Poetry Salzburg Review, The Fish Anthology (lreland), Magma 
(UK), Bateau, Fulcrum, Chiron Review, Chicago Quarterly Review, Big 
Bridge, Hamilton Stone Review, BlazeVox, The New Hampshire Review, 
Mudlark, Rat’s Ass Review, Triggerfish, and other magazines and literary 
journals. He lives in Washington, DC. 


Ernie Brill 


The Shapes of Minnie Evans 


Her room’s a white square. 

Her bed’s a white rectangle. 

Her dialysis silver cylinders, loops. 

Her brown face a pained oval. 

Her smile a red semicircle. 

Round the circle of her poised family. 

Round the doctors’ rounds outside the room, mum. 
Round were her buckets in endless hotels 

of cylindrical mops, deep square carts; 

Round the disinfecting bubbles in buckets, 
Hexagonal the bubbles’ carbon tetrachloride 

(They showed her an organic chemistry book) 

that formed and deformed her cancerous kidneys. 
Round is her body under fresh sheets; 

Round the dark red bottle under her bed. 

Yet what shape forms in the eyes of her son 

who stares at the 9pm harvest moon? 

What shape her daughter fluffing her pillows? 
What shape her goodnight-to-her-grandchildren voice: 
Be good. You all come back and see me soon now. 


Born in Brooklyn, Ernie Brill writes fiction and poetry. His short story, Crazy 
Hattie Enters The Ice Age, from his collection of hospital stories, | Looked 
Over Jordan (South End Press) was purchased and performed on PBS by the 
actor, writer, and activist Ruby Dee. He has published stories and poems in 
the US and Canada. He received his BA and MA from San Francisco State 
College and was an active participant in the 1968 student strike, the longest 
in American history that resulted in the first Black Studies Department in 
the US and an entire School of Ethnic Studies. Brill taught high school in 
Northampton, Massachusetts for twenty years and pioneered curriculum in 
Middle Eastern, African, and Latin American literature. 








The preceding two art and photo pieces are by Anahita Ramoutar, a digital 


artist, painter, and photographer living in Azerbaijan. 


R.T. Castleberry 


Eviction Notice 


You’re not the first to come 

to this fate, in that apartment. 

Two, three times a year it sits vacated. 
There was a nuclear family unit 
disappearing into calendar’s monthly end, 
happy jumble of toys raked from the patio. 
Jobless hipsters with pets and child, 

the single mother, agony in her eyes, 
leading two daughters to a waiting taxi. 
Once | reported howling, hungry dogs 

to management, to animal control. 


There is a fee on the notice, finality 

of legal judgment. It’s been paid. 

Kid and cats removed, 

the last kitchen trash is piled outside the door. 
You'll forfeit a security deposit to cleanups— 

milk crate furniture, dirty clothes on hangers, 
Kayden’s chalk graffiti scrawls on the patio planks. 
Locks changed against your return, the landlord 
assures reliable neighbors for the future. 


Only Knowing 


Only knowing waves, 
he knew the slogans of water: 


raking wrath of hurricane and tsunami 
scow abandoned in a squall, breaking against a reef 


terrified strokes to the rescue ship 
fog’s roll into shipping lanes 


snapping creak of mast and maritime flag 
ferry haul of city workers, stoners skipping school 


shouts at a seaside carnival skirling along the pier 
fisherman on jetties, avoiding the jellyfish shoreline 


riptide threat to weak swimmers 
addict’s retreat to a shifting dune 


Maybe You'll Stay Longer Than the Hour 


On mountain rail towards the bay, 

| saw deer racing a fire. 

Leaping a creek, 

they scale a stone path upwards, 

dodge through a blue oak border. 

| spend a lot of time in Mexico. 

| take a hard line and the train when | travel. 
An ex-wife, an ex-kid live there January to June. 
Leveraged in another time zone, 

she lives on sand. She takes a tan all year. 

The girl runs the waves, resists no temptation, 
raids wallets as damage entitlement. 


Spring’s mistress arrives in March, 
greets each evening in 

hostess silks of Persian rose, 

jonquil, malachite. 

A month gone, we screw till noon, 
brunch over dark rum mimosas. 

Late dinner is Black Jack and Coke, 
hash the daughter value shops 

from the village smuggler. 

Beach winds etch the picture window, 
waves ever wilder against the breakers. 
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| read a lot. Things you need, 

whether contrary or contradiction: 

kindness if possible, otherwise the boot. 

The ex writes lyrics she shares to the air, 
randomness of rant, specifying nothing. 

We gloss the wreckage of marriage memories. 
We share a pipe some sunsets, afternoons 
walk a musk of sun-warm bodies, 

microbrews taken outdoors. 


You express more. | don’t like it, the girl says. 
As you ask attention, | tell her, you get it— 
sneer, advice and all. 


Setting sun is a splash on the boardwalk. 
She looks away. | walk away, 

long neck bottle loose in my hand. 

A personal life calls for me. 

I’ll sign some checks before 

leaving later in the week. 
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The Famous, Dying 


Take your dead heroes to task. 

They’ve passed, leaving 

all questions of frailty unanswered. 
We’ll play the songs of myth, 

recite master rhymes, 

read off the bookmarked passages. 
Anecdote will apply, 

photos, films sequenced toward legacy, 
records revealed as victory over struggle. 
The cry will go up— 

with fondness, some anger: 

We needed more. 


Work by Houston writer R.T. Castleberry has appeared in Blue Collar 
Review, K’in, Pedestal Magazine, Misfit, Trajectory, The Alembic and 
Switchback, as well as in a number of international journals. Anthology 
publications include Travois: An Anthology of Texas Poetry, TimeSlice, The 
Weight of Addition, Anthem: A Tribute to Leonard Cohen, You Can Hear the 
Ocean: An Anthology of Classic and Current Poetry and Level Land: Poetry 
For and About the 135 Corridor. 
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Thomas M. McDade 


Manhattan, 1993 


Hotel on fifty-fifth, elevator fits two or three 
Rich kids pile out of limos for The Nutcracker 
Josephina feeds us. We love her tapenade 
At the Metropolitan a Manet painting 

Of the dead Christ attended by two 

Angels with electric blue wings 

The Times critic hates La Boheme 

Dead Sea Scrolls at the Library 

A Greek Orthodox Bishop in full garb 
Television people film for evening news 
Original art for The Little Prince 

A plethora of watches for sale on Canal 

Stop at The White Horse Tavern, toast 

Dylan Thomas by chugging black 

Coffees in clear cups and our hearts race 

No hint what 18 shots of booze would do 
Soon after leaving snowflakes larger 

Than communion hosts bless us 
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Start With Summer Stamps 


The summer | found a full roll of first class stamps, 

Walt and Donna bought me a Tony Bennett Album. 
“When Joanna Loved Me” was my favorite tune. 

We knew two nuns, one smoked away her calling. 

Her redheaded pal said | should try being myself. 

Donna said, “Do not use aspirins to seek sleep.” 

Walt and | saw a film, The Legend of Lylah Clare. 

| was amazed but not saddened at Kim Novak’s small tits. 
We substituted her name for Helen’s in a poem by Poe 
we were studying. “Kim thy beauty is to me ...” Joanna, 
Donna, the nicotine nun and her friend had turns too. 
Early and often, | foresaw 

this summer sweetly repeating 

itself in memory until someday 

flashing the sameness of flag stamps, 

then each steamy season as blank 

as the underside of an aspirin tablet, 

no song, film, poem 

or friend to rescue me. 
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Family Spuds 


| ate many spuds—Gram had spoken some of the famine 

She didn’t pick Maine or Idaho—Driving skills tumbled 

Veering into opposite lanes—I ate my share of greasy chips 

This land so lush and grandiose—May visit ranked wettest 

Reek of peat harmful | guess—Dublin and The Easter Rising 

Imagine Joyce’s typewriter chime—I ate a bowl of mashed 

Sheep branded pink and rose—Collies artistes sublime 

Reek of peat harmful who knows—Abbey Theatre in sodden clothes 
A dream of baked eyes gone blind—Reek of peat harmful don’t care 


Thomas M. McDade is a resident of Fredericksburg, Virginia, and a 
graduate of Fairfield University. McDade is twice a U.S. Navy Veteran 
serving ashore at the Fleet Anti-Air Warfare Training Center, Virginia Beach 
and at sea aboard the USS Mullinnix (DD-944) and USS Miller (DE / FF- 
1091). 
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Andreas Gripp 


Goderich 


The stones amid the rocks 
form a pattern we promptly 
discern—I/nuksuk, conveying 
human without a visage, 
from meticulous, Inuit hands: 


a marker ona route, 

a site of veneration, 

a place to catch some fish 
when we are hungry. 


This beach is crowded over every summer, 
and the stones are just as plentiful 

as the sand. Tomorrow, the Inuksuit 

may be many, the art of imitation, 
Caucasian appropriation, 


or the one that’s been here days? 
Dismantled, caught up in a wave 
whenever the gales are temperamental, 


or the consequence of a child, 
ambling along the shore, 

seeking ujarak flat and smooth, 
for skipping on the rippled sheen, 
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who took to playing Jenga under the sun, 
wary over dislodging from the middle, 

the kerplunking of a game that went awry, 
one set of naked footprints 

fleeing trespass, its shame 

and culpability, 


to be expunged upon remorse, 

the sincerity of tears, 

this water’s absolution 

once the wind has finished its rage. 
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Corvus 


We’re not alone in this 
late-September field. 


The magpies circle as a 
parliament, 

their squawking sounding better 
than politicians whom we scorn, 
while our third-grade son 
mistakes them for a murder 

of cousinly crows, 

missing out by decades on the 
Heckle and Jeckle Terrytoons 

of our youth. 


Genus means nothing to him, 
not now as he envisions himself 
the hero, discovering secret 
passages out of this maize, 
calling up to the scarecrow 
clearly slacking in its duty: 


The corn will never hear us— 
‘cause all of their ears are gone! 


And we don’t dare correct him 
when he says they must be deaf, 
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that no matter how loudly 

he shrieks his truth 

to the expanse of western sky, 
the universe will merely 

look down upon us all, and laugh. 


Andreas Gripp edits Beliveau Review and lives in Stratford, Ontario, with his 
wife and two cats. 
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Making a Big Deahl 


JAMES DEAHL 


Co 


GUERNICA () EDITIONS 


mea 





Rooms the Wind Makes by James Deahl 
Guernica Editions ISBN 978-1-55071-363-3 


Although Sarnia-based poet James Deahl has released a number of 
fine books since this particular title was published, | am revisiting it 
because reading Deahl’s poetry in the winter months is like drinking a 
cup of camomile tea in a cardigan with a bit of Bach playing softly in 
the background. Take the second part of “Sweet Goldenrod” as 
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highly representative, in terms of imagery and pacing, of this 
beautiful work: 


Far out at sea 

the swell slides under 
fierce black hulls, 

our steeled fleet. 


The ship moves like a woman. 
A spray of goldenrod 

fills the cabin 

with yellow light. 


Somewhere the blind are singing. 
Their voices carry 

the passion of water, 

the night’s slow salt. 


Rooms the Wind Makes embodies the subtle breath of season, the 
splash and snaps of nature; the poems, though rich in lines and 
stanzas, infused with the essence of haiku. 


In “Abandoned Brickworks,” Deahl illustrates the strength that 
nature carries in its reclamation process: “Let the snows of winter / 
purify this place of toil; let spring rains raise lilies / where fires 
burned the daytime black.” 


One of the collection’s most vivid highlights is the quadruplexed, 

“Beyond Pigment: lines suggested by some Russian artists,” including 

paintings by Boris Frantsuzov and Kim Britov. That Deahl is able to 
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take what’s on the canvas and convey its contents within the realm 
of descriptive verse attests to the insight of his visual attunement. 


There is deafening silence in Rooms the Wind Makes—in “Emma’s 
World,” it speaks in places unexpected: 


Stones lie concealed 

by creepers and dogbane 

on the forest floor; they are 

the stones of forgiveness, 

the mineral murmur of lost prayers. 
Our angels fall asleep 

in their sycamores. 


Any girl could go astray here 

in these hollows creeks carved— 
the silence between words 

an iron tongue 

locked in her body’s ossuary; 
her hands, like water, 

seeking their own level. 


From the outset, the poems hark back to Deahl’s memorable 
translation of the 8'-century Chinese poet Tu Fu’s work found in The 
River’s Stone Roots (Serengeti Press). Like Tu Fu’s short but poignant 
lines about nature and the concurrent episodes of loneliness, a 
similar narrative voice is adopted here throughout the book’s half- 
dozen sections. Though not in an immediate milieu of war as Tu Fu 
had been, the echoed sounds of the environment nevertheless offer 
an atmosphere of meditative, solitary reflection. 
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Darkness and light pirouette in a number of these pieces, and the 
seasonal changes arrive like clockwork, leaving the poet to 
respectfully observe, and, true to the Zen-like manner of a haiku, 
render no judgement in the process. 


Of farmers’ houses in the dead of winter, Deahl writes, “Amid the 
bare trees / they are the bells of loneliness / wintering out the dark 
months, / waiting for spring / to strike them pure.” 


The loss of summer’s foliage and the coming of the cold with its 
accompanying dirge is declared multiple times. As Deahl notes on the 
book’s back cover, life’s brevity and the inevitable suffering it brings 
are themes to be explored here—in part at least, to honour the work 
of Denise Levertov, in conjunction with nature’s fleeting beauty 
which both poets often speak of. 


The forlorn ghosts of the past are mimicked in the falling leaves, the 
frozen bodies of water. Deahl’s years spent in the Appalachians 
provides just one of the backdrops to the poetic pictures drawn while 
each vignette gives us the sense of “passing by”—as though we are 
travellers accompanying the poet on his return to places never static, 
ever-changing. And there is no shortage of Canadian landscapes 
either, like Fundy, described as “A land so sharp / it falls away in 
screes / as it rushes to reach the bay / where great tides sweep / and 
withdraw to cleanse / the land of memory.” 


There are many moments of deeply personal revelations. Back in 
Ontario, Deahl writes /n The Wet Fields: 


The deaths accumulate. 
So many friends reside in paradise 


or have turned to nothing under the ground. 
The storm moves off and | don’t know 

if | should pray in these wet fields 

or follow the lightning 

as far as it goes. 


There are a number of dedications in the book’s closing section, 
“Dark Honey” —artists from another time and another land having 
their names and work brought to our attention, like Russian 
sculptress Adelaida Pologova. Deahl carries her sorrow along with his 
own, scribing “The longest day of the year / offers its grey wind to 
the capital; / it blows from the east, from that forgotten / realm 
where the fathers vanished. This is all / Adelaida can know; this and 
her child’s laughter.” 


The concluding poems become more familial, with maternal and 
paternal grandparents cited in the continuing dedications. And here 
there are sicknesses, cancers, deaths and burials. On his father’s 
passing, Deahl notes “His hands were the claws of a great raptor, / 
each yellowed nail clutching at life. No letting go.” 


The finale, “Foundations,” is a statement of hope found in the juice 
of mulberries, in the green of trees, their testimony to creation and 
their prophetic voice. “To learn to love this world one must learn to / 
love the silence it makes ...” 


Amidst the violence in the natural and human worlds, somehow 
peace and calm are imparted by James Deahl in a manner that only 


the most seasoned of poets could have brought to the page. 


—Andreas Gripp 


In the Garden of Pseudoeden 


PSEUDOEDEN: a 
Contemporary 


Be ‘sa 
be 
~~ 


ana 


Gregory Wm. Gunn 





Pseudoeden: a Contemporary Utopia by Gregory Wm. Gunn 
Lulu Press ISBN 978-1-10572-645-3 


No one can accuse London, Ontario poet Gregory Gunn of using cut- 
up prose in lieu of proper poetic form. On the contrary, Gunn is an 
unabashed new formalist, infusing his work with cadence, accent, 
alliteration and even the use of rhyme where it’s called for. But it’s 
his use of language—it its formality and complexity—that enables his 
words to transcend the ordinary. 
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In this issue of Beliveau Review, |’d like to look back at one of my 
favourite books of his, because it should be a handy distance away 
on the shelf and the original look at this publication is buried in a 
blog that no one actually reads—hence, Mr. Gunn’s work deserves a 
re-visit in 2020. 


Pseudoeden: a Contemporary Utopia, was Gregory Wm. Gunn’s 
seventh collection of verse and the themes he’s been known to 
scribe—namely love in its multiple facets, the splendour and 
intricacies of nature, and some stinging social commentary are all 
included in this notable volume. But it is his gift of rendering the 
natural realms that Gunn is at his clearest, his best: 


Quintessential Balance 


From out the loam the marigold 
Assiduously, so patiently 

Allows the necessary time, 

And morning-glory from the mould 
Inhales sweet breaths elatedly 

To spend proud hours in their prime: 
Displaying flowers’ beauty creed, 
Then fade away unselfishly; 

For cognisant that in their seed 
Lies balancing Eternity: 

Offspring to immortality. 


Gunn’s style has, from his early days as a ‘zine poet, marginalized his 
work within the greater CanLit collective. He is one of several 
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Southwestern Ontario versifiers infused with the blood of the 
masters and hence his poems are usually found only in underground, 
under-the-radar publications. Not to let this permanently deter him, 
he continues to forge his own voice as his is no echo or mimicry but 
rather a decades-long blossoming of craft and wordsmithing. 


Gardening is listed as one of his interests and activities and it is from 
this that his most memorable offerings come to fruition. Take his 
poem, “Resettlement”—he could have taken a much easier, lazier 
route to speak of weeding, transplanting and beautification, and yet 
the work that he puts on the page mirrors the efforts he undertakes 
in his backyard: 


Resettlement 


Consider any site—these private grounds 

may serve the purpose satisfactorily 

where gardener with implements prepares 

to wrestle weeds and stand a rising ardour, 
vindication for some, lifeless for me; 
submissive the spectre, spent inferno the man. 


Mull over any time—an October day 

will do quite adequately, ripened fruit, 

untried withdrawing wings, the moment 

when |, whom during formative years advanced 
toward insouciant amplitudes hunched down 
to pluck decaying yields from yellowing grass. 
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And subsequently |, the subsidiary, 

possessing a gone astray mentality, 

the diamond lost, in a rhombic ruin of time, 

the desert for whom all expanse is coral reef— 

to track down, discern, suspend this strand in hand, 
unravel myself from out a propagated past. 


Gregory Wm. Gunn looks deeply into the terrestrial and the celestial, 
and as a result he also finds the frailties of the human heart 
whenever the observer becomes the observed. For the accumulation 
of discovery is tempered with an equally arduous quest for lasting 
love, which, for the poet, seems to be far more difficult to find. 
Pseudoeden will, for the reader, be a challenging trek that demands a 
mindful, slow-paced read, for “the mystery of many darkest nights / 
is in the beauty of the visions.” 


One of the bonus treats of this release is the inclusion of the Gunnian 
classic, “| Came to Love,” which had made its initial mark in an old 
issue of Afterthoughts, and which served as a harbinger of future 
excellence to come. While some may dismiss love poems as 
“sentimental,” Gunn weaves his without excessive sugar or cliché, 
and romantics will be rewarded upon their reading. The title poem’s 
closure may best encapsulate both the poet’s technique and his 
search for the everlasting: 


“There’s a heraldry in all unseen, a crystalline / stream whereby we 
dream, spring forth, / and bloom forever woven on Eternity’s loom.” 


—Andreas Gripp 
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The preceding five photographs are by Candi Maclean, who was born in 
Cardiff and now lives in Ontario where she studies art and antiquities. Her 
plan to spend a year at Columbia University in New York is on hold due to 
the Covid-19 pandemic. In addition to creating art, writing short fiction 
takes up much of her time. She is presently working on a collection. 
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Penn Kemp 


The Choice to Take or to Receive: Bounty 


—for Lynne and for our beloved Elders 


Having found the elderberry bush at the time of ripening 
berries, you and | return with buckets and scissors, even a 
step ladder. Round and round the bush we go, stripping the 
tendrils of the tender black globes. 


What jelly or cordial or jam they'll make! | pull down higher 
branches for you, till one lashes you in the face. Berries at the 
crown are the most luscious, gleaming inaccessibly in full sun. 
How to reach the unreachable? 


In our haste to collect as many umbels as we can, we trample 
surrounding Jerusalem artichokes, goldenrod and jewelweed 
despite their sweet blooms. Transgressing, we snatch the fruit 
rather than asking the bush’s permission. 


That night, we spend hours separating poisonous stems and 
leaves from precious fruit. You make jelly; | an elderberry 
crumble, both exquisite. But when we meet next day, we 
realize our greed in grabbing rather than receiving such 
abundance. 


So we return with sage and sweetgrass to smudge the bush 
and recite Green Tara mantras, asking forgiveness. Elder has 
recovered overnight from our ravishment—unripe umbrellas 
are fully ripe. The bush appears to offer them freely this time. 
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A Short History of Epiphany 


—for Susan McCaslin and Katerina Fretwell 


And what might the difference have been 
if Three Queens came bearing gifts... “An 
evolutionary epiphany,” Susan declares. 


Imagine if the Queens came first, only to be 
superseded by three patriarchs bearing gold 
(the capitalists); frankincense (down a long 
church history of swinging censors); sticky 
myrrh (more generally used in embalming). 


Imagine what the Queens would deliver. 
Hot water, hot soup, clean clothes, diapers. 
Compassion, blankets, a room key to the Inn. 


Poet, performer and playwright Penn Kemp has been publishing poetry 
since her first publication by Coach House (1972). She was London's 
inaugural Poet Laureate (2010-12) and Western University’s Writer-in- 
Residence (2009-10). Chosen as the League of Canadian Poets’ Spoken 
Word Artist (2015), Kemp has long been a keen participant/activist in 


Canada’s cultural life. https://pennkemp.weebly.com 
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Jennifer Wenn 


He 


He. 

A little word, two letters, one short syllable; 
But context is all, context confers power. 

He. 

Women’s sauna, pre-class warm-up. A long road here, 
Transforming masculine name, 
Accoutrements, habits, hair, body 

(Anxiety, bureaucracy, money, hormones, surgery, pain, joy), 
Feminine blooming the hope, 

The thought-to-be-achieved goal. 

He. 

Oh, I’d heard it before as flowering progressed, 
Hurt each time, and yet was healed; 

But context is all, context confers power. 

He. 

My mostly unclothed body alongside others, 
Acceptance, friendly chat. 

And there it was—He—in spite of all, 

In spite of location and name, 

In spite of exposure actual and metaphorical, 
He, 

Not malicious, and therefore 

All the more honest and wounding, 

He, 

Trifling sound become jagged blade 

Plunged in to the quick and twisted, 
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Without any intent, but, oh, with effect, 

HE self-esteem self-image ripped and riven asunder, 
HE illusions delusions shattered in a trice, 

He. 


Shock soon wearing off, too numb for tears, 
Humiliation creeping in like gangrene, 

| slink homeward early, looking for 

Some dark hole to crawl into, vainly seeking comfort 
As other words crowd in: misfit, freak, sideshow. 
Why? 


And finding that wounds may, perhaps, cover over, 
But some scars run deep. 
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Tic 


They moved in 
one at a time at first, 
each not a tick with a k, 
the solid Middle English word, 
with companion tock 
metronomic, predictable; 
rather, T-I-C, exotic, 
French and Italian roots, 
spasmodic, explosive. 
Not, doctors to the contrary, a habit; 
not, contravening others, a ploy for attention; 
not a spasm or a twitch, 
a deeper urge, head, eyes, neck and more 
jumping and jerking about, control 
given over to a mad marionetteer 
intent on a mobile sideshow 
to lure mockery and insult, 
induce isolation and pain, 
physical and emotional. 
Stress-magnified, neurological 
wiring crossed they say now, 
but look within my boy-husk 
and see in each spastic jolt a 
a silent scream from 
a girlhood denied, 
a lament for a child 
pushed to the margin. 
42 


Slowly gentled, some, 

by passing decades, 

and more by the girl’s eventual 
ascension into light, 

but havoc bequeathed on 
overstrained neck, 

and an outsider’s view induced, 
now by dilatory grace transmuted 
to a poet’s attempted lines, 
wielding and assuaging the past, 
but never, ever forgetting. 


43 


Intrusion 


Black and white image coloured with meaning, 

Paris, La Ville Lumiére, The City of Light, 

re-emerging after the ghastly darkness of World War II. 
Long shadows denote a cooling summer’s evening 

at an outdoor café under the trees, 

Champigneulles from Lorraine, 

the Queen of Beers, the house beverage, 

drinks and cigarettes on the tables, 

music lost except to clasping dancers frozen mid-shuffle. 
These men oblivious or perhaps peacock-proud, 

but burning still, eyes, women’s eyes: 

On the left, sporting a gaily floral dress, dark sweater and 
a face replete with irritation and an air of disgust, 

boring into the interloper the silent, screaming questions: 
WHO are YOU? WHAT are you? 

A formal skirt suit centre foreground, stiff and self-conscious, 
determined not to look but peripheral vision in full play. 
And on the right, back a few steps, 

over her partner’s shoulder, 

piercing fear; of being exposed? Of the outsider? 


I’ve seen those looks, and others, many times 

(side eye, up and down scan, double take, full on stare, 
quietly pointed out, conspicuously whispered about, 
shouted at), 

many reasons reducing to one: 
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| am intruding on their world, on their psyches, 
an unexpected, unwanted, disturbing element. 


Attempting release from the hypnotic gazes, 
| try to turn the page. 


Jennifer Wenn is a trans-identified writer and speaker from London, 
Ontario. Her first poetry chapbook, A Song of Milestones, has been 
published by Harmonia Press (an imprint of Beliveau Books). She has also 
written From Adversity to Accomplishment, a family and social history; and 
published poetry in Beliveau Review, The Ekphrastic Review, Open Minds 
Quarterly, Tuck Magazine, Synaeresis, Big Pond Rumours, the League of 
Canadian Poets Fresh Voices, Wordsfestzine, Watch Your Head, and the 
anthology Things That Matter. She is also the proud parent of two adult 
children with a day job as a systems analyst. Visit her new website: 
https://jenniferwennpoet.wixsite.com/home 
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John Grey 


The Car Alarm 


| walk by a parked car 

and the alarm goes off, 

startles me like a hand 

touching my shoulder in the dark. 


Maybe it was my after-shave 
that set the thing whooping 
or just my aura or my thoughts. 


I'm the only one around here 
so | feel responsible, guilty even. 


Surely there's someone, 

even now, 

up in their third floor apartment, 
staring down at me 

as if I'm the most disreputable 
man on the planet. 


Could be they're already calling the cops. 
| can imagine the sirens 

and the shouts -"He did it! He did it!" 
Then | hear a beep, the car’s lights flash, 
and the alarm stops dead. 


Either some guy pressed his remote 
or the jury returned its verdict. 
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Humpbacks 


Thunder we hear sometimes, 
but humpbacks, 
we truly see— 
energy echoing out 
from their massive heads 
with so much force, 
they shove the sky back thirty feet— 


out there, 

giants splash heartily, 
here, 

the land is squirming. 


John Grey is an Australian poet, US resident, recently published in 
Soundings East, Dalhousie Review and Connecticut River Review. His latest 
book, Leaves On Pages, is available through Amazon. 
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The Beliveau Review stands in solidarity with 


Black Lives Matter and against the oppression, 
abuse, and exploitation of our sisters and 
brothers which have been going on for centuries 
right up to the present day. It’s critically 
important to use the platforms we have to speak 
out in opposition to injustice, hatred, and 
violence—in this context perpetrated against the 
Black community; and also against Indigenous 
People (both in this country and around the 
world), People of Colour, People in Poverty, 
People with Disabilities, Women, Children, and 
members of the LGBTQIA2+ community. 
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